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Who flings most filth, and wide pollutes around
The stream, be his the weekly journals bound;
A pig of lead to him who dives the best;
A peck of coals a-piece shall glad the rest."
In naked majesty Oldmixon stands.
And Milolike surveys his arms and hands ;
Then, sighing, thus, " And am I now three-score ?
Ah why, ye gods, should two and two make four ? "
He said, and climbed a stranded lighter's height,
Shot to the black abyss, and plunged downright.
The senior's judgment all the crowd admire.
Who but to sink the deeper, rose the higher.
Next Smedley dived, slow circles dimpled o'er
The quaking mud, that closed, and oped no more.
All look, all sigh? and call on Smedley lost;
" Smedley " in vain resounds through all the coast.
Then essayed ;  scarce vanished out of sight,
He buoys up instant, and returns to light:
He bears no token of the sabler streams,
And mounts far off among the swans of Thames.
True to the bottom see Concanen creep,
A cold, long-winded native of the deep ;
If perseverance gain the diver's prize,
Not everlasting Blackmore this denies;
No noise, no stir, no motion canst thou make,
Th' unconscious stream sleeps o'er thee like a lake.
Next plunged a feeble, but a desperate pack,
With each a sickly brother at his back :
Sons of a day ! just buoyant on the flood,
Then numbered with the puppies in the mud.